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I read and looked out of window, and was not dis-
turbed by tobacco sinoke. I think we went with
Tommy to Friedrichshafen for Ulm; but surely
you have been with me on the Lindau and Kempten
line? As we passed the beautiful little lake (all
frozen now and besnowed) of Immenstadt, I fancied
I had seen it with you; I have been there myself
certainly. It got clearer, but still snow every-
where, and the stiff small pines sticking up out of
the snow like Noah's ark trees; I had a day of
blessed rest, however, after all my schools.
To the Same.
MUNICH, Sunday, February 28, 1886.
Your announcement of dear Lola's1 death did
indeed give me a pang. I'have just been reading
your letter again. You tell it beautifully, just all
that I should naturally want to know; and all you
have done is exactly right, and as I could wish.
Perhaps we might have kept a mSche of her hair
where it used to come over her forehead, but I
should have hated mangling her to take her hoof
off, and should not have cared for having it when
it was done. You have buried her just in the right
place, and I shall often stand by the thorn-tree and
think of her. I could indeed say, "Let my last
end be like hers!" for her death must have been
easy, though I am grieved to hear of her being so
wasted and short-breathed. When I was at home
at Christmas, I thought she was much as before,
and she always liked her apples. I am glad Nelly
i A pony.